His creatures' will cross his ? Of every man
For one will God (and be just) vengeance take ?
Who sinn'd ? 'twas not forbidden to the snake,
Nor her, who was not then made, nor is't writ
That Adam cropt or knew the apple; yet
The worm, and she, and he, and we, endure for it.

But snatfch me, heav'nly Spirit! from this vain

Reck'ning their vanity; less is their gain

Than hazard still to meditate on ill,

Though with good^mind; their reason's like those toys

Of glassy bubbles which the gamesome boys

Stretch to so nice a thinness through a quill,

That they themselves break, and do themselves spill.

Arguing is heretic's game, and exercise,

*
As wrestlers, perfects them. Not liberties

Of speech, but silence; hands, not tongues and heresies.

Justin that instant, when the serpent's gripe

Broke the slight veins and tender conduit-pipe

Through which this Soul from the tree's root did draw

Life and growth to this apple, fled away

This loose Soul, old, one and another day.

As lightning, which one scarce dare say he saw>